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The	manuscript	 below	 is	 an	 amalgamation	of	 farce	with	 the	 purpose	of	 exploring	 a	 character	
within	 an	 inescapable	 existence.	 Indeed,	 the	 narrator	 is	 so	 deep	 in	 the	 trench	 that	 he	 has	 been	
manipulated	twice	over	at	a	two-fold	distance	from	the	thesis	writer.	First,	the	narrator’s	story	is	being	
retold	by	the	narrator	himself	from	memory,	then	he	employs	the	story-within-a-story	cliché	by	placing	
this	 retelling	 in	 a	 narrative	 which	 he	 wrote	 on	 a	 collection	 of	 notecards.	 After	 this,	 the	 notecards	
themselves	have	been	 rearranged	 to	an	uncertain	degree	by	a	Professor	of	Philosophy	 somewhere	 in	
Florida	 after	 the	 notecards	 were	 delivered	 to	 the	 scholar’s	 office	 in	 Miami.	 It	 is	 possible	 that	 the	












audience	 from	which	 the	 thesis	writer/Apollo/the	narrator	has	 so	violently	 seized	him.	Now,	with	 the	
understanding	that	this	audience	is	no	longer	achievable—an	Elizabethan	audience?	In	today’s	climate?	
History	would	 not	 allow	 such	 a	 thing!—Dionysus	 contents	 himself	 like	 a	 spouse	 in	 a	marriage	 full	 of	
resentment	to	play	his	games	with	the	narrator	as	though	to	torture	whose-ever	genderless	wrist	he	can	








































were	delivered	to	my	office	at	 the	University	of	Miami	 in	an	anonymous	package.	 I	 can	only	presume	
either	the	author	wishes	to	remain,	like	his	package,	anonymous,	or	that	he	has	died	of	such-and-such	
disease	 (coronary	 thrombosis	 or	 pelvic	 inflammation,	 I	 am	 guessing)	 and	 someone	 else	 delivered	 the	
box	to	me;	however,	included	on	the	top	of	the	stack	was	a	note.	Its	contents	are	not	worth	transcribing	
verbatim,	but	in	summary	the	writer	asked	that	I	prepare	the	enclosed	documents	for	publication.	
My	 task	 proved	 more	 difficult	 than	 implied	 by	 the	 above	 wordage.	 Apart	 from	 innumerable	
solecisms	 (some	 of	 which,	 I	 suspect,	 are	 purposeful;	 these	 have	 been	 un-lifted)	 and	 shameful	
exonerations	 of	 faulty	 character	 in	 both	 human	 and	 business	 (which—and	 I	 think	 any	 good	 Christian	
would	agree	with	me	on	this—are	obvious	signs	of	moral	ambiguity,	however	unintentional,	on	part	of	
the	anonymous	author),	I	was	forced	to	write	my	character	under	its	current	objective	into	the	epilogue	
in	 order	 to	 clarify	 and,	 if	 you	 will	 allow	 me	 to	 coin	 a	 phrase,	 didactify	 the	 narrative.	 Various	
anachronisms	 have	 been	 untouched—as	 have	 been	 the	 moments	 in	 which	 the	 author	 seems	 to	 be	
integrating	fictional	objects	or	words	into	reality	(as	a	respected	associate	of	the	University	of	Miami’s	
moral	philosophy	faculty,	you	have	my	word	that	every	object	has	been	checked	and	checked	again	for	
this	distinction;	however,	 I	have	exploited	a	few	of	these	over-itemized	 incidents	 in	order	to	advertise	
some	of	my	own	theoretical	work,	as	you	will	see—most	of	which	can	either	be	found	at	any	bookstore,	
both	national	and	 international	 {although,	 I	would	prefer	 if	 interested	parties	ordered	on	my	website,	
www.didacticprophylactic.com,	where	the	books	can	be	found	at	a	steady	rate	of	$265.00	a	piece—10%	







and	 merely	 implies	 others,	 thanks	 to	 platitudinous	 circumvention.	 It	 is	 my	 hope	 that	 readers	 who	
entertain	 this	 text	will	do	so	with	an	open	mind—that	 is,	one	willing	 to	be	taught	several	 lessons	and	
what-not-to-dos.	 It	 is	 also	my	hope	 that	 anyone	who	associates	with	 sympathizers	of	 the	 likes	of	our	
anonymous	 author	 should	 forthwith	 defriend	 this	 sympathizer	 on	 the	 proverbial	 Facebook.	 It	 is	 a	
constituent	of	 all	 good	 and	moral	 souls	 to	 rid	 the	world	of	 temptation	 and	 remove	 from	out	 all	 they	





















	 I	only	knew	him	by	a	silly,	 seven-digit	username.	 I	have	no	 idea	what	he	 looks	 like,	but	 I	have	
often	 tried	 to	 imagine	 that	 he	 is	 four	 foot	 eight,	 pearl-skinned,	 and	 sockless,	 that	 he	 sleeps	with	 his	
knees	tucked	into	his	tummy	or	his	arms	folded	over	his	chest.	Even	though	it	has	been	nearly	twenty-
five	years	since	I	last	spoke	to	him,	he	is	still	twelve-years-old	and	always	will	be.		











	 I	 often	 use	 pre-prepared	 notecards	 to	mediate	 conversations	with	 people	 like	 utility	 services,	
king	 sized	 mattress	 salesmen,	 the	 mushroom-headed	 nurse	 who	 fills	 my	 amitriptyline	 prescription—
those	are	pain	 relievers	 for	my	permanently	damaged	urethra.	This	 is	 so	 I	know	 I	will	 say	all	 the	right	
things.	 But	 I	 did	 not	 have	 a	 notecard	 for	 tile	 setters.	 So,	 before	 they	 showed	 up	 on	my	 doorstep,	 I	
managed	 to	 construct	 a	 few	 sentences	 I	 thought	might	 be	 necessary,	 such	 as	 “good	 afternoon,	 cold	






floor.	 They	went	 back-and-forth—you	 do	 it,	 no	 you	 do	 it,	 no	 you	 do	 it—until	 finally	 everything	went	





























	 “Yesterday,”	 I	 say,	 “I	 even	 found	myself	 partaking	 in	 that	 atrociously	 hackneyed	 ritual	 you	 so	
often	see	in	novels	about	elderly	men—that	is,	looking	at	myself	in	the	mirror	and	touching	my	face.	It	
occurred	 to	me	 that	 I	am	breaching	 the	age	during	which	 it	 is	 common	to	say	one	has	gone	over	 the	
proverbial	hill.	However,	when	I	looked	in	the	mirror,	I	still	appeared	as	young	as	thirty—dare	I	say	five	
and	twenty?	I	was	born	in	1975,	my	friends!	Where	are	my	crow's	feet?	Where	is	the	hair	in	my	ears?	
The	 preposterously	 large	 pores	 on	 my	 nose?	 Look	 at	 my	 head.	 Do	 you	 see	 a	 bald	 spot?	 Even	 my	
colleagues	in	middle	school	had	bald	spots!	I	just	want	to	know	why—why,	of	all	people,	me?”	
	 The	 tile	 setters	 continue	 sitting	 in	 front	 of	 the	 door.	One	 of	 them	picks	 loose	 chalk	 from	 the	












“I	do	 have	morals.”	 I	 say.	 “How	 do	 I	 know	 it	will	 satisfy	me?	What	 if	 I	 try	 again?	 and	 again?	
Madness!	Absolute	madness!	No,	just	because	I	have	a	gun	does	not	mean	I	have	to	use	it.	But,	really,	












	 “But	 if	 that	was	my	only	hope,	 then	all	 is	 lost.	 I	put	 that	story	 through	a	paper	shredder	after	




	 At	this	point,	 I	hear	a	gentle	chirp-chirp	from	Dionysus.	He	giggles	 in	his	sleep.	The	tile	setters	
giggle	with	him.	














	 Father	 killed	 himself	 because	 he	was	 bored—no,	 because	 he	was	 tired—no,	 because	 he	was	
unhappy.	Well,	 he	 killed	 himself,	 and	 that	 is	 a	 fact.	 If	 you	 could	 look	 at	 his	 class	 D	 driver's	 license—
expiration	date:	February	21st,	1978—you	would	see	that	he	was	a	thirty-year-old	Minnesotan.	He	had	
hazel-eyes,	was	 5'10'',	 and	weighed	 135	 pounds	 (all	much	 like	myself;	 although	 I	 had	mother's	 blue-
green	 lookers).	He	was	born	 in	 the	December	of	1957	and	had	one	of	 those	edentatic	Hancocks	 that	




parents,	his	brothers,	his	 sisters	all	died	 long	before	 I	was	born—and	when	his	Catholic	 in-laws	 found	
out	 he	 was	 a	 nihilistic	 non-entity	 from	 the	 Sunshine	 State,	 they	 and	 all	 of	 mother's	 many	 sisters	










was	 far	 too	 weak	 to	 hold	 him	 up	 long	 enough—ironic	 that	 this	 would	 be	 his	 first	 choice	 since	 his	
oversized	pants	were	notorious	for	falling	about	his	ankles.	
	 His	 second	 attempt—insomuch	 as	 it	 can	 be	 called	 one—came	 two	 months	 later	 by	 way	 of	
stainless	steel	shears.	He	came	 into	my	room	and	asked	 if	 I	had	taken	the	shears.	He	said	he	was	 just	
about	 to	 cut	 his	 throat,	 but	 when	 he	 turned	 around	 to	 fondle	 his	 neck	 and	 contemplate	 the	
consequence	of	his	decision,	someone	had	taken	the	shears	 like	a	missing	set	piece.	He	said	he	would	
just	 have	 to	do	 it	without	 thinking	next	 time—which	 is	what	he	did	 three	weeks	 later.	He	 sat	 on	 the	
toilet	and	slit	his	wrists	right	when	I	walked	in	to	use	the	bathroom.	Honestly,	I	tried	to	stop	him,	but	he	
would	 not	 listen	 to	me	 and,	 because	 father	would	 not	 listen	 to	me	 on	 that	 day,	 like	 an	 earthbound	
specter	I	perpetually	seek	the	ears	of	a	man,	or	boy,	who	will.	
	 (But	 in	truth,	my	friends,	 I	know	not	why	I	am	so	desperate	for	attention;	my	aforementioned	











few	weeks	 after	 father's	 funeral—a	 specialty	 clinic	 to	 the	west	 of	Uptown	Minneapolis,	 one	 of	 those	
walk-in/by	donation	dealios	with	one	complimentary	duck	pond—or	 two	or	 three	or	 five.	The	waiting	
room	was	bound	 in	painted	 rainbows	 ribboned	around	 the	walls,	 a	 child's	play	 set	 in	 the	corner—My	
Little	Ponies,	a	Fisher	Price	telephone	pull	toy,	a	See-and-Say	Farmer	Says	wheel.	On	another	side	of	the	
room	was	 a	 library	which	 I	 preferred	 to	 dingle	 about,	 although	 it	was	 not	 for	 a	 child's	 consumption;	
rather	 it	 was	 for	 the	 parents	 to	 peruse	while	 they	waited	 for	 their	mentally	 unstable	 seeds	 to	 finish	
gesticulating.	You	see,	I	was	quite	intelligent	for	my	age.	On	the	shelves:	flimsy	articles	from	Psychology	
Daily—volumes	 21,	 22,	 and	 24;	 April,	 March,	 and	 December	 of	 those	 years,	 respectively;	 a	 newly	
published	 text	 entitled	 The	 Heroes	 of	 Salem:	 A	 Guide	 to	 Solving	 Artistic	 Decadence	 by	 Apollo	
Bartholomew,	Ph.D.,	the	cover	of	which—a	painting:	“Burning	of	a	Witch”	by	Matteson,	1853—intrigued	
me;	 next	 to	 this,	 a	 proverbial	 copy	of	 the	Bible.	 I	 never	 had	 a	 chance	 to	 invest	 any	 serious	 time	 into	
these	texts,	although	I	flipped	through	the	Bartholomew	a	few	times.	Serious	illustrations.	
	 There	 were	 four	 counselors	 through	 whom	 I	 shuffled—let	 us	 see,	 there	 was	 a	 Dr.	 Andre	
Checkson,	a	Dr.	Tony	Hoff,	a	Samuel	Bree,	and	one	Vincent	Nodoff	who	preferred	to	pontificate	about	
the	 wing	 patterns	 of	 Lepidoptera	 instead	 of	 other	 people's	 feelings.	 Yes,	 yes,	 wonderful	 counselors,	
everlasting	fathers,	counselor	after	counselor—no	one	was	interested	in	what	I	had	to	say.	If	I	still	had	
copies	of	 the	exercises	 they	had	me	complete,	 I	would	 transcribe	 them	here,	but	unfortunately	every	






	 The	 writing	 exercises,	 which	 commenced	 as	 word	 associations—father,	 anarchy,	 Calvary,	
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death	 (this,	my	 friends,	 is	 the	aforementioned	text	which	 I	 sent	 through	a	paper	shredder	 in	1993).	 It	
was	a	symbolic	variation	on	the	Icarus	myth,	very	serious—only	it	somehow	involved	a	sad	teddy	bear	
named	 Ichabod	 and	 a	 blunderbuss.	 While	 I	 presented	 my	 work,	 Dr.	 Bree,	 who	 was	 munching	 on	 a	
biscotti,	interrupted	and	asked	me	what	the	point	was.	
	 “It	is	about	why	my	father	killed	himself.”	I	said.	
















Louis	 Park	 for	 ten	 years.	 She	bought	out	Atlas	 Proctology,	 Lakeside	Anorectalists,	 and	even	ProRectal	
Relief	(they	did	those	late	night	jingles	if	you	remember:	Pipes-a-failing?	Recall:	we	fix	it	all!).	There	was	
not	 a	 soul	 around	who	 did	 not	 know	mother's	 name.	 And	mother	 died	 of	 a	 simple,	 explicable	 heart	
attack.	
	 I	flew	in	from	my	first	semester	at	Stanford	on	a	Thursday	in	the	early	December	of	1993.	There	
was	 a	 brief	 hiccup	 on	 the	 plane	 out	 of	 a	 layover	 in	 Denver	when	we	 hit	 turbulence—foreshadowing	
mother’s	heart	attack.	You	see,	I	had	a	carry-on	chock-full	of	that	semester's	required	texts	including	but	
not	limited	to	two	plays—The	Seagull	by	Anton	Chekhov	and	Hamlet	by	Shakespeare—Gulliver's	Travels	
and	Other	 Stories	by	 Jonathan	 Swift,	 a	 theoretical	 text	 by	 several	 Stanford	alumni	 called	The	Didactic	
Prophylactic	 (1985)	 contributed	 to	 by	 Messrs.	 Milieu,	 Roland,	 Bartholomew,	 Hullabaloo,	
Yabbadabbadoo,	et	al.,	and	short	independent	anthologies	with	comfortably	colored	covers	redolent	of	
Matisse.	 In	 order	 to	 avoid	 an	 overweight	 baggage	 charge,	 I	 transferred	most	 of	 these	 texts	 from	my	








	 I	 landed	 in	 the	 Minneapolis	 Airport	 several	 hours	 later,	 a	 sour	 mess.	 The	 next	 day,	 mother	
helped	me	tighten	my	head	wraps	and	we	went	to	church—one	of	the	many	Calvaries	in	the	suburban	
area.	 Then	we	 sat	 together	on	 the	 living	 room	 sofa	 for	 the	 rest	 of	 the	 afternoon.	 She	with	one	hand	
massaging	 my	 hair,	 the	 other	 hand	 filling	 out	 a	 lengthy	 application	 for	 what	 I	 understood	 to	 be	 an	
12	
	
important	 business	 loan	 for	 her	 profession.	 I	 watched	 re-run	 after	 re-run	 of	 a	 PBS	 quote-in-quote	




stolen	 his	 umbrella.	 Right	when	Helena	 said	 “I'm	 so	 sorry,	 I	 do	 nothing	 but	 steal	 umbrellas”,	mother	
leaned	forward,	grabbed	my	wrist,	and	died.	
	 I	reacted	as	any	mother-loving	child	would	do	in	a	situation	like	this.	I	furiously	fumbled	over	the	
telephone	 trying	 to	 control	 my	 ligaments	 long	 enough	 to	 dial	 911.	When	 emergency	 services	 finally	
arrived,	they	told	me	mother	had	suffered	a	heart	attack.	Ah,	I	said.	Well,	that	explains	it.	I	do	not	need	
to	 tell	you	 I	 then	dropped	out	of	Stanford	and	gained	possession	of	 the	house.	 I	have	 lived	here	ever	
since.	The	place	used	 to	be	decorated	 in	old	 family	photos	before	 they	 too	burned	up	 in	 that	 fire.	 (It	







had	tied	hideously	 red	balloons	monogrammed	by	a	bold	“S”	and	the	El	Palo	Alto	 to	a	 fold	up	on	the	
lawn.	An	effervescent	blonde,	who	was	surely	a	member	of	the	proverbial	Greek	life,	welcomed	me	to	









specifically	 recall	 seeing	 the	words	 “congratulations”	 and	 “our	 pleasure”.	 But	 then	 perhaps	 I	 did	 not	
think	 to	 bring	 it	 with	 me.	 Was	 it	 a	 custom	 of	 every	 university	 to	 make	 two	 lists?	 One	 of	 accepted	
students	and	one	of	tossables?	Tossables	for	show?	A	line-up	of	Maxi	Pads?	




how	 you	 might	 say,	 unconventional.	 At	 the	 time,	 I	 was	 still	 transfixed	 by	 a	 male	 species	 anywhere	
between	 the	 ages	 of	 three	 or	 two	 years	 my	 junior—those	 baby	 faced	 cockerels	 at	 the	 climax	 of	
pubescence.	 Alas,	 my	 physical	 impetus—that	 is	 to	 say,	 a	 poke,	 a	 member—was	 still	 relatively	
undeveloped	as	compared	 to	what	 I	 saw	of	other,	more	masculine	Charlies,	Devons,	 Jacks	 in	 the	high	
school	locker	rooms.	I	simply	did	not	have	the	stamina	at	eighteen-years.	I	was	not	“attracted”	to	these	
cupids	in	the	colloquial	sense	of	the	word;	I	was	fascinated,	though	I	knew	not	why,	with	the	shape	of	
their	 callipygian	 bums	 and	 the	 undefinable	 black	 in	 their	 eyes.	 Yes,	 a	 curious	 fascination	 as	
unexplainable	as	my	father's	suicide.	(Really,	my	friends,	I	do	not	know	why	I	am	the	way	I	am	and	that	
has	been	the	most	upsetting	thing	to	live	with.)	
	 From	 what	 I	 could	 see	 on	 the	 steps	 of	 my	 throne	 at	 the	 storage	 unit,	 the	 backpacked	 boys	
stepped	past	a	Jack	in	the	Box	burger	joint.	I	went	down	the	stairs	and	walked	across	the	street	to	order	





and	 stoplights.	 A	 corduroy	 boy	 six	 blocks	 up	 Alma	 Street,	 a	 flamboyant	 ginger	 to	 a	 hummus	 shop,	 a	
soccer	player	past	the	Aquarius	theatre—I	often	lost	myself	in	the	endless	cubes.	
	 The	 storage	 unit	 also	 introduced	me—quite	 against	my	wishes,	 thank	 you	 very	much—to	 an	
allotment	of	hilarious	characters.	These	were	haggard,	weed-smoking	guttersnipes	with	showerless	hair	
or	 vocalic	 monologues	 taking	 the	 physical	 form	 of	 vegan	 poets.	 One	 particularly	 hairy	 fellow,	 my	








Park	where	 they	 sat	at	a	picnic	bench	 together	by	 the	museum	and	curled	each	other's	heads	 in	one	
another's	 arms.	 I	 hid	 behind	 a	 tree	 and	 watched	 them.	 On	 the	 other	 side	 of	 the	 road	 there	 was	 a	



















estate	 in	 the	purple	doored	 storage	 facility—even	with	 its	eclectic	 inhabitants.	 Even	 so,	not	 returning	
felt	like	cheating	on	mother.	I	did	not	like	the	sadness	in	her	voice.	I	got	up	from	my	place	in	the	nook	of	
the	 tree,	 but	 stood	 there	 until	 nightfall,	 unable	 to	 make	 up	 my	 mind.	 Then	 a	 ruff-n-tuff	 perspiring	
authority	 figure	who	 sounded	 like	William	Shatner	 came	around	and	 told	me	 I	 could	not	 sleep	 in	 the	
park.	 So	 I	 started	walking	 in	 the	direction	of	 the	 storage	 facility.	 I	 took	my	 time,	hanged	 right	on	 the	
residential	Middlefield	 Road.	 I	 nudged	 a	 can	 of	 Quilty	 IPA	 for	 a	 couple	 feet	 and	 kicked	 it	 into	 a	 dog	
owner's	lawn—it	bounced	off	a	running	sprinkler	head	and	landed	back	in	front	of	me.	Then	I	decided	to	




lost	 142	 calories	 today!	 At	 the	 dinner	 table,	 I	 got	 a	 glimpse	 of	 the	 kids.	 The	 daughter	 was	 a	 bushy,	
unimaginative	 bummer.	 The	 son	wore	 a	 black	 baseball	 cap	with	 an	 orange	monogram—one	of	 those	




up,	 and	 kissed	 him	 on	 the	 cheek.	 It	 was	 several	 minutes	 before	 I	 noticed	 I	 was	 leaning	 against	 the	
window,	salivating.	
	 Three	 blocks	 down,	 I	 turned	 left	 between	 a	Whole	 Foods	 and	 a	 sushi	 restaurant.	 I	 spied	 the	





sense	 innocence—what	 is	 the	word?	Nice,	 non-threatening.	 Again,	 I	 could	 not	 decide	what	 I	 wanted	
from	them	after	being	recognized.	Was	 it	 intimacy?	The	freckled	boy	alerted	his	 lover	to	my	presence	
who	then	asked	me	if	I	was	enjoying	myself.	
	 “I	do	not	know.”	I	said.	

















	 I	 smiled,	 almost	 certain	 they	 would	 smile	 back,	 but	 they	 stepped	 away	 quite	 dramatically	
through	the	dirt	and	bolted	together	down	the	alley,	never	to	be	seen	again.	With	them,	the	moment.	
	 I	 returned	 to	 Stanford	 (oh,	 excuse	me,	 tHe	 FArM)	 the	 next	 day	 and	 queried	 student	 services.	
They	 apologized	 for	 the	mishap	 and	 sent	 me	 back	 to	 either	 Florence	Moore	 or	Wilbur	 where	 I	 was	
assigned	a	room	with	two	other	roommates—one	of	whom	had	the	flare	for	which	I	was	fascinated.	He	








fill	 out	 the	 questionnaire	 if	 they	 were	 going	 to	 ignore	 it	 anyway?	 Roommates	 are	 abhorrent!	 How	
abhorrent	are	roommates!	If	he	would	have	bothered	to	ask	me,	I	would	have	told	him	that	I	mailed	the	
entire	 application	 in	without	 filling	 out	 a	 single	 question	 other	 than	my	 name	 and	 other	 information	









a	 framed	photo	of	a	sunglassed	Horace	riding	an	elephant	 in	nothing	but	his	knickers	on	a	 father/son	














in	 the	 hall	 behind	 the	 door	 to	 be	 him	 and	 then	 finding	 myself	 disappointed.	 Conversely,	 I	 was	 also	
relieved	because	would	 it	not	be	more	appropriate	 to	meet	him	 first	 thing	 in	 the	dark?	To	have	him,	
lightless,	hop	into	bed	with	me,	a	ghost,	not	even	realizing	I	was	there?	With	the	way	things	were	going,	
though,	 I	half-expected	never	to	meet	him.	 I	would	then	be	stuck	a	whole	semester	with	a	roommate	










on	my	bed	 in	 Florence	Moore	or	Wilbur,	 I	 started	 reading.	 I	managed	 to	 read	 to	 the	 chapter	30,	 just	
after	 the	 eponymous	 nymphet	 (Lo,	 Lola,	 Lolita)—who	 is	 about	 as	 innocent	 as	 she	 is	 legal—sanctions	
coitus	with	double-H.	Disappointingly,	the	scene	is	merely	referred	to.	I	slapped	the	book	shut	and	tried	
to	toss	it	away,	but	it	slipped	through	my	fingers	and	fell	on	the	mattress	by	my	side.	Vladimir,	I	said,	you	
gave	 us	 everything!	 Right	 down	 to	 the	 color	 of	 her	 dress!	 Could	 you	 have	 been	more	 specific,	 dear	
Vladimir?	Could	you	have	given	me	what	I	wanted	instead	of	playing	coy?	You	gave	double-H,	that	least	
deserving	fiend,	a	very	girl	with	whom	to	play!	I	have	so	far	received	nothing	and	wish	you	could	have	




in	anything	but	these	khakis.	At	night,	 in	the	dark,	when	he	would	 invite	 in	his	girlfriends,	 it	would	be	
quite	 impossible	 to	 see—the	 boy	was	 an	 expert	 in	 bodily	 hush-hush!	 He	was	 not	 alone.	 Behind	 him	
came	three	unashamed	she-people	in	white	breast-cupping	spaghetti	straps	and	shorts,	the	contents	of	








the	 grace	 of	 a	 ketchup	 bottle	 and,	 by	 this	 time,	my	 state	 of	 excitement—arousal?—was	 cleft	 in	 two	
implacable	 compulsions:	 I	 could	 either	 linger	 there	 on	 the	 bed	 and	 risk	 losing	 the	 ideal	 Horace	 that	
seemed,	at	 the	moment,	entirely	more	attractive	 than	what	 I	was	seeing	or	 I	 could	 jump	through	 the	
third	story	window	and	never	have	to	see	the	boy	again	on	account	that	 I	would	be	dead.	Did	 I	 fancy	
either?	When	Button	pointed	me	out	on	the	bed,	Horace	at	 first	misunderstood	and	thought	she	was	
talking	about	the	sleeping	man	 in	the	corner.	When	she	reiterated	and	said,	no,	 there	 is	a	boy	who	 is	
really	quite	awake	on	your	bed,	Horace	turned.	He	wore	a	pair	of	black	Aviators	on	which	I	could	see	my	
reflection	and	I	wondered,	Horace,	what	color	are	your	eyes?	






	 I	 looked	 at	myself	 in	 the	Aviators,	 perfectly	 enchanted	by	 their	 snowy	glow.	 Then	 I	 looked	 at	
Horace's	eyes.	The	answer	was	hazel,	dull,	and	 inconvenient—unsatisfying.	Not	at	all	what	 I	expected.	
Perhaps	something	more	satisfying	 lay	behind	 them?	Horace	had	a	 lovely	head.	But	 if	 I	 removed	 it	 to	
inspect	later	he	would	most	surely	be	dead.	
	 He	 reached	 for	 his	 glasses	 again	 and	 I	 held	 them	back.	 In	 revenge,	Horace	pounced	onto	 the	
bunk	and	snatched	my	copy	of	Lolita.	He	sat	against	the	wall	and	flipped	through	the	text	negligently.	
Then	he	marked	a	page	with	his	finger	and	his	dull	eyes	roamed	the	words	therein.	He	appeared	to	be	


















past	 that	 kind	 of	 talk,	 the	 way	 college	 students	 talk.	 Smart	 talk	 which	 is	 just	 as	 much	 that	 talk	 of	
adolescents.	He	said	he	had	gone	on	to	bigger	better	things	since	going	to	school.	He	bounced	off	the	
bed	 and	 opened	 the	 bottom	 drawer	 of	 his	 desk.	 He	 plucked	 out	 a	 plaque	 with	 blue	 paper	 and	





and	 prestigious	 as	 the	 others.	 A	 silver	medal	 bound	 in	 a	 victorious	 embroidered	 lace,	 the	 image	of	 a	
music	 note	 and	 a	 number	 two.	He	 told	me,	well,	 one	 cannot	 be	 the	 best	 every	 time,	 but	 out	 of	 one	
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thousand	 individuals,	 internationally,	 I	 might	 add,	 he	 continued,	 I	 made	 second	 over	 the	 course	 of	
several	months	in	competitive	slap	tongueing.	Maybe	I	can	show	you	sometime,	the	slap	tongueing.	And	











and	other	 things	 that	made	 the	world	 too	complicated	 for	me—a	chalkboard	 tapper	and	 rambler.	On	
Wednesday,	 he	 assigned	 us	 pages	 45-55	 of	 a	 recent	 text	 by	 A.	 Bartholdy	 or	 A.	 Bartholomew	 or	 A.	
Bartleby	entitled	“The	Anti-Virtue	of	Indecision”,	and	an	unfortunate	text	by	Adorno.	After	class	I	walked	
to	the	Jack	in	the	Box,	ordered	a	basket	of	fries	for	two	dollars,	and	walked	back	to	Florence	Moore	or	
Wilbur,	munching	 on	 the	 fries,	 and	 casting	 glances	wildly	 across	 the	 street	 to	 see	 if	 I	 could	 spot	 any	
uniformed	 lads	 on	 their	 way	 home	 from	 extra-curriculars—soccer,	 string	 quartet,	 soldering	 club.	 In	
truth,	 I	 could	not	wait	 to	 get	back	 to	 the	dorm	where	 it	was	 a	widely	 known	 truth	 that	Horace	Bean	
would	be	deflowering	a	college	concubine.	No	one	else	knew	about	the	dildo	in	his	drawer.	
	 Room	312	was	dark	when	I	arrived,	only	a	hint	of	moonlight	breached	the	blinds,	crossing	over	
Mr.	 Bean's	 portrait	 and	 onto	 the	 roommate	 who	 was,	 as	 usual,	 sleeping,	 cocooned	 in	 a	 plethora	 of	
sheets.	 Horace	 had	 relinquished	 to	me	 the	 top	 bunk	 after	 a	week's	worth	 of	 troubled	 silent	 gestural	
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was	warm	enough	where	 I	could	sleep	without	 the	cover	of	my	sleeping	bag.	 I	 took	my	pants	off	and	
rolled	onto	my	belly,	munching	on	my	fries.	Horace	grunted	in	his	sleep.	I	 leaned	over	the	edge	of	the	
bunk	and	 looked	at	him.	He	was	still	wearing	 those	awful	khakis	and	had	not	bothered	to	 remove	his	
Aviators.	 I	could	just	make	out	my	reflection	in	their	 lenses.	 If	his	eyes	were	open	and	he	was,	 in	fact,	
watching	me,	I	would	not	have	been	able	to	tell.	
	 I	said	his	name	a	few	times	and	he	answered	back	mildly,	as	if	unsure	as	to	whether	or	not	he	
wanted	 to	 wake	 up	 enough	 to	 have	 a	 conversation.	 I	 took	 a	 peek	 at	 the	 sleeping	 roommate	 in	 the	
corner,	still	asleep.	
	 “Horace,”	 I	 said,	 through	a	mouthful	of	 fries.	“There	comes	a	time	 in	every	person's	 life	when	
they	must	make	 a	 decision	 between	 two	equally	 unpleasant	 options	 and	 in	 that	moment	 it	 is	 just	 as	
preferable	to	simply	do	nothing	at	all.	This	being	said,	I	can	no	longer	go	on	without	knowing	how	you	
feel	about	me.	The	daily	back-and-forth	between	us	is	unbearable.	I	wish	I	could	quit	your	game	and	end	
all	 this	ambiguity	 for	good,	but	you	are	alive	and	are	 still	 available	 to	 tell	me	why	you	have	done	 the	
things	you	have	done.	Please	 tell	me.	Because	 I	 simply	do	not	understand	what	 it	 all	means.	 I	 feel	as	
though	I	will	never	be	able	to	let	you	go	without	an	answer.	So,	lay	bare	your	intentions	in	as	clear	a	way	
as	you	are	able.	For	instance,	saying	I	love	you	should	suffice.”	








owner—mother's	 perfectly	 anal	 partner,	 Dr.	 Melania	 Karnofksy—wrote	 a	 very	 specific	 list	 of	














it	 occurred	 to	 me	 that	 a	 few	 weeks	 had	 passed	 since	 I	 last	 put	 pen	 to	 paper.	 I	 was	 working	 on	 a	
marvelous	adaptation	of	Lolita,	in	fact,	but	something	had	kept	me	from	completing	the	work	and	I	only	
managed	ten	pages	within	the	past	eighteen	months.	So	I	clicked-off	the	television	and	went	to	my	desk	
in	 the	 other	 room.	 I	 drew	 an	 empty	 sheet	 of	 paper	 from	 a	 drawer	 and	 shuffled	 the	 other	 ten	 I	 had	






















in	 these	 exchanges—who	 played	 more	 like	 temporary	 house	 pets	 than	 anything—were	 always	
captivated	by	the	most	banal	information	like	the	color	of	my	hair	or	the	size	of	my	feet.	And	attracting	
partners	 was	 easy	 employment.	 I	 merely	 logged	 in	 and	 waited	 and	 they	 always	 came.	 Some	 days	 it	
would	take	longer	than	others,	but	they	always	came.	One	or	two	at	first	and	sometimes	all	at	once.	The	
trick,	 as	 it	 consistently	 is	 of	 course,	 was	 to	 keep	 these	 puppies	 and	 cats	 entertained.	 Though	 it	 was	
perpetually	 exciting	 to	 log	 out	 and	 return	with	 a	 different	 username,	 thus	 attracting	 a	 new	 round	 of	





sensing	 its	 feeble	 attention	 about	 to	 break,	 I	 closed	 out	 of	 the	 page	without	 so	much	 as	 a	 goodbye.	
There,	I	said,	see	how	it	likes	being	cut	from	its	leash	on	the	ledge	of	a	bridge.	There	was	simply	nothing	
worse	than	being	abandoned.	
	 Attracting	 birds	 in	 the	 first	 place	 all	 had	 to	 do	 with	 one's	 choice	 of	 username.	 Including	 a	
number	anywhere	between	twelve	and	sixteen	helped	more	than	did,	say,	ten	or	twenty.	But	thirteen	
was	 the	 luckiest.	As	 a	 rule,	 this	number	 stood	 for	one's	 age—or,	 in	my	 case,	 the	age	 I	 surreptitiously	
imitated	in	order	to	sell	my	show—but	there	were	certain	words	one	used	if	they	wanted	to	convey	that	














































over	 him	 with	 my	 cursor.	 Hard	 to	 breathe.	 Over	 and	 over,	 I	 spoke	 his	 name.	 Shota12.	 Shhhhh.	












	 Brave	 baby	 buck!	 Adorable	 faunlet!	What	was	 I	 supposed	 to	 do?	 I	 could	 not	 just	 sit	 there	 in	
silence.	I	had	to	do	something!	
	 “Well,”	he	continued,	“I	hope	you	can	forgive	me.	No	one	else	will	do.	I	love	you.”	








had	 I	 been	 a	 friendfull	 scamp	 at	 his	 age.	 I	 rest	 one	 hand	 beneath	 his	 chest,	 lift	 him,	 and	 swing	 him	
around	like	a	bird.	He	giggles.	What	fun!	I	push	my	hand	towards	the	yellow	zipper	on	his	shorts—	
	 “I	need	you	to	do	something	for	me.”	He	said.	
	 But	 I	was	 not	 in	 an	 alternate	 state	 of	 consciousness;	 indeed,	were	 a	 phone	 to	 ring—which	 it	
would	most	definitely	not	since	I	did	not	no	anyone	who	would	call	me	in	the	first	place—I	would	have	
heard	 it.	The	 image	of	Shota12's	 ripened	 legs	on	my	own,	pig	pink	 fingers	 tugging	at	 the	collar	of	my	




























under	the	stairs?	 (Just	 replace	the	word	“perpetrator”	 in	the	previous	scene	with	the	word	“parents”,	
my	 friends,	and	 the	same	effect	 is	accomplished.)	 It	 is	a	wonder	 that	Shota12	was	cognitively	mature	
enough	 to	 operate	 a	 computer—what,	 with	 his	 blood	 stained	 ankles,	 bruised	 and	 scarred	 kneecaps,	
lambastic	shadows	on	his	back,	between	his	thighs.	My	poor	catamite.	I	snatched	a	nearby	Kleenex	and	
wiped	my	forehead.	




	 “Where	 do	 you	 live?”	 I	 asked,	 prepared	 for	 him	 to	 say	 Wisconsin,	 South	 Dakota,	 Iowa,	 but	
instead	I	got—	
	 “Florida.	Just	outside	of	Pahokee.”	





































even	 tried	 to	 throw	himself	 in	 front	 of	 a	 speeding	 train	 but	 instead	of	 being	 blasted	 into	 a	 thousand	
pieces	 his	 little	 body	 fit	 so	 snuggly	 between	 the	 tracks	 that	 the	 train	 just	 zoomed	 right	 over	 him.	He	
escaped	unscathed.	On	and	on	he	went,	about	his	father's	business—a	sporting	goods	store	owner	with	
an	 office	 in	 Fort	 Lauderdale,	 seventy	miles	 away,	 captivating	 harlots	 left	 and	 right,	 he	would	 have	 to	
assume.	His	mother	owned	an	elderly	daycare	service.	He	had	two	siblings,	Rosie	and	Samantha,	out	at	



















to	our	earlier	correspondence.	 I	 told	him	about	the	time	I	had	a	brother	who	died	 in	utero.	 I	 told	him	
about	the	time	in	second	grade	when	mother	almost	crashed	us	into	Lake	of	the	Willow	south	of	West	
Calhoun	on	our	way	to	school.	I	even	told	him	about	the	time	in	my	freshman	year	when	I	auditioned	for	
a	 high	 school	 production	 of	 The	 Bald	 Soprano	 and	 was	 subsequently	 cast	 as	 the	 hair.	 Shota12's	
rejoinders	were	gradually	laconic	and	arrived	at	a	haste	which	I	mistook	for	alacrity	while	my	messages	
were	loquacious	and	often	spanned	several	lines	of	text.	Any	attempt	to	reign	him	back	in,	to	get	him	to	
send	 something	 significant	was	 futile.	 And	 at	 the	 end	 of	 every	 day	 he	would	 ask	me	 if	 I	 had	 enough	
money	 to	 save	him	yet.	 I	would	 say	 I	was	working	on	 it.	 I	 could	 feel	 his	 interest	 leaking	away.	 I	 gave	
these	attempts	at	escape	no	quarter,	you	see.	I	would	not	have	him	trying	to	kill	himself.	So	I	made	sure	
we	were	chatting	at	every	hour	of	the	day.	
	 Furthermore,	 Shota12	 never	 described	 his	 physical	 appearance	 and	 such.	 Whenever	 I	 asked	
about	 what	 he	 looked	 like,	 he	 offered	 cheeky	 innuendos	 as	 though	 attempting	 to	 start	 a	 lascivious	
scene—what	are	you	wearing?	I	said.	Clothes,	he	replied,	but	I	do	not	have	to	be,	and	then	he	sent	me	
one	of	those	kittenish	winky-faces.	
	 I	 stared	 at	 myself	 in	 the	 computer	 screen	 while	 simultaneously	 scrolling	 through	 that	 day's	
conversation	with	Shota12.	Yes,	 it	would	be	 fine	 to	have	a	 record	of	our	conversations.	 I	 should	have	
written	 them	 down	 somewhere,	 previous	 chapters	 of	 this	 epistolary	 novel	 vanished,	 some	 passages	
particularly	fruitful	in	their	literary	merit,	others	not	quite	so	much—but	I	could	dispense	with	those	as	I	
have	already	here	done.	In	the	moment	I	thought	how	nice	it	would	be	to	have	a	trinket	at	all,	a	symbol	






































I	could	have	munched	on,	but	 I	 lost	my	appetite.	 I	even	went	out	to	socialize.	 I	watched	a	high	school	




an	old	copy	of	 Ibsen's	Gedda	Habbler	from	the	shelf	and	sat	at	one	of	the	short	tables	 in	the	corner.	 I	





Sam,	 for	all	 I	 knew—was	playing	on	me!	There	was	a	plain	but	 relatively	 tempting	Mason,	Martin,	or	
Morris	 just	 two	 tables	 away	working	 on	 his	 homework,	 sucking	 his	 pen!	 Sam,	would	 it	 have	 been	 so	




	 Eventually,	 I	 closed	Betty	Babbler	and	made	my	way	out	of	 the	room.	Flordo,	whose	 little	 lips	
started	quivering,	shuffled	back	to	a	purple	mat	on	the	floor	in	the	kid's	section	and	sadly	choo-chooed	
his	fire	truck	left	and	right.	














Hungry	 Hungry	 Caterpillar—with	 just	 the	 corner	 sticking	 out.	 Then	 I	 stood	 up	 in	 the	 center	 of	 the	
children's	section	and	told	the	boy	to	open	his	eyes.	He	immediately	started	toddling	around,	bending	
over,	looking	in	every	nook	and	cranny.	Impatient,	I	whistled	suspiciously	and	nodded	towards	the	stack	










	 Suddenly,	a	 small	brown	sleeve	popped	through	 the	mail	 slot.	 I	 spat	out	 the	aspirin	and	went	
downstairs.	There	was	no	return	address,	no	identifying	information	other	than	my	name	and	address.	I	
picked	it	up	and	undid	the	adhesive	at	the	top,	popped	it	open,	and	drew	from	its	abyss	a	coffee	stained	
Polaroid	 that	 fit	 snuggly	 in	 my	 palm.	 I	 do	 not	 know	 who	 took	 the	 photo,	 but	 it	 would	 have	 been	
impossible	for	him	to	have	taken	it	himself.	At	the	time,	however,	I	did	not	care.	I	recall	every	detail	of	
that	long-lost	photo	and	will	descant	it	to	you	here.	The	world	of	the	photo,	a	glossy	bedroom,	was	hued	
in	 the	 reagent	 contrast	 typical	 of	 instant	 cameras.	White	walls,	 caressed	 by	 scraps	 of	 yellowy	 paper.	
Bushels	of	toilet	paper	scattered	across	the	room,	cigarette	butts,	and	a	Lite-Brite	against	the	wall	and	
thousands	 of	 colorful,	 plastic	 pins	 beside	 it,	 and	 a	 neon-green	 Super	 Soaker,	 and	 a	 Nintendo.	 In	 the	
reflection	of	the	television	the	flash	of	the	Polaroid	camera	blazed	like	the	light	at	the	end	of	a	tunnel.	It	














frustrated,	 that	 I	 turned	around	and	masturbated	again;	although,	 this	 time,	 I	 threw-up	purple	before	
reaching	climax,	all	over	my	clothes.	The	scene	was	obscenely	Dionysian.	The	only	thing	that	could	have	
made	 my	 suffering	 more	 hysterical	 was	 a	 wine	 guzzling	 goat	 man	 vocalizing	 catholic	 hymns	 in	 the	
shower.	 I	went	downstairs	and	 tossed	my	clothes	 into	 the	washing	machine	and,	as	 I	waited	with	my	
naked	hips	against	the	vibrating	drum,	I	looked	at	Shota12's	portrait	and	masturbated	again.	This	time,	I	
threw	 up	 into	 the	 old	 sump	 pump	well.	 I	 have	 never	 been	 to	 a	 fraternity	 party—surprise,	 surprise—
although	one	night	 coming	 from	my	Classics	 course	back	at	 Stanford,	 I	 passed	by	 the	house	of	 Sigma	
Alpha	Epsilon	and	the	lights!	Purple,	yellow,	crystal,	green!	And	the	sound	was	a	silly	old	sixties	tune	that	
had	 remained	 popular	 well	 into	 the	 nineties—viva	 viva,	 neon	 cry,	 crashin'	 bandits,	 glasses	 high;	 or	
something	 like	 that.	 It	 had	 one	 of	 those	 catchy	 choruses	 with	 silly	 lyrics.	 Dancing	 shadows	 in	 the	














	 Thus	began	my	 job	search.	 I	 spent	 the	next	month	 thumbing	 through	 the	classifieds	 in	a	 local	









have	 slit	my	wrists	before	acting	out	 in	public,	now	 I	 very	much	 seemed	 to	enjoy	 the	 real	 attention	 I	
collected	 from	 the	 jogging	 couplets	 or	 the	Mrs.	 Next-Door-Neighbor	 watering	 her	 zinnias	 across	 the	
street	or	the	garbage	man	whose	name	was	whatever.	
	 There	was	an	opening	for	a	janitorial	temp	at	the	public	pool	in	Crystal.	The	Walgreens	four	or	













wanted	me	 to	do	with	 it.	 I	 shook	 it	a	bit,	 realizing	 that	my	skin	 felt	 like	grape	skin,	and	sat	down.	He	
asked	me	 a	 few	 questions	 about	my	 previous	 work	 experience.	 I	 relayed	my	 time	 at	 the	 proctology	
office.	He	asked	why	I	quit	and	I	told	him	I	left	my	last	position	as	a	receptionist	to	spend	more	time	with	
a	family	member	who	needed	my	attention.	
	 “Well,”	 the	 cake	 continued,	 “your	 job	 requirements	 will	 be	 straightforward,	 but	 no	 less	
important	than	the	duties	of	which	I	am	required.	We	are	not	looking	for	mediocrity	here.	The	Target	is	
a	 serious	 institution	where	 employees	 come	 to	 be	 an	 important	 part	 of	 an	 important	 family.	We	 are	
confronted	by	common	laborers	frequently,	you	know.	They	come	and	think	they	can	work	on	the	floor	
for	 another	 day,	 another	 dollar,	 lift	 a	 box	 here,	 rack	 a	 shirt	 there—and	 for	 what?	 A	 bottle	 of	 cold	
medicine?	This	will	not	do,	 this	will	not	do,	you	know.	You	absolutely	must	know.	Life	 is	all	about	the	
Target.”	 I	nodded	encouragingly	as	he	went	on.	 “I,	Mister	 John	T.	Anderson,	have	personally	 selected	
from	 several	willing	 candidates	who	have	presented	 their	 best	 impersonation	of	 a	 son,	 a	 daughter,	 a	
loving	wife,	and	I	have	thrown	each	and	every	one	of	them	out	the	front	entrance	at	the	expense	of	my	






had	 altercations	 with	 various	 stepsons,	 grandparents,	 and	 children	 undisciplined,	 who	 have	 all	 been	
associated	 with	 organizations	 whose	 employee/employer	 conduct	 is	 such	 that	 it	 would	 do	 well	 to	
remain	unaffiliated	with	them—off	the	record,	Wal-Mart,	Costco,	Disneyland,	you	know	[nod,	nod,	oh	




we	 do	 our	 best	 to	 rechannel	whatever	 habits	 you	might	 have	 acquired	 from	 these	 previous	 alliances	
with	undistinguished	cold-blooded	companies	into	constructive	practice	that	are	in-line	with	the	Target	
family's	three	most	cherished	values:	community,	humility,	and	dignity.	We	take	care	of	our	own	here,	
















you!'	 This	 is	 very	 important.	 Otherwise	 the	 customer	may	 just	 give	 up	 and	walk	 out	 the	 front	 door.	
Another	important	task—and	this	is	key	so	please	be	listening,	many	a	good	son	has	fallen	because	they	





	 “And	because	we	 are	 a	 community,	 your	 tasks	will	 not	merely	 be	 subjected	 to	 the	 check-out	
lanes.	 On	 occasion,	 you	will	 be	 required	 to	work	 on	 the	 floor.	 You	will	 be	 required	 to	 stock,	 answer	







the	 proverbial	 check	 box,	 stuck	 in	my	 gut	—“have	 you	 ever	 been	 convicted	 of	 a	 felony?”—perfectly	
harmless	question,	perfectly	rational.	If	not	for	the	patrol	vehicle	I	saw	cruising	mildly	past	my	abode	the	
morning	of	my	 interview,	 I	would	have	 swept	past	 the	question	without	 giving	 it	 a	 second	 thought.	 I	
never	took	notice	of	civic	authority	 in	the	way	 I	did	that	morning.	As	 I	unlocked	the	door	to	my	beige	
Ford	Escort,	aptly	practicing	my	paparazzi	parry	with	a	sack	of	 sand	cushioned	 in	 the	crook	of	my	 left	
arm,	the	menacing	orca-white	auto	passed	my	driveway.	He	stared,	I	stared,	eyes	locked	in	an	intimate	
but	shadowy	gaze.	Just	as	he	reached	the	bottom	of	the	hill,	he	made	a	U-turn,	motored	back	up,	and	









again.	But,	 instead	of	turning	myself	 in	to	potentially	 fatal	consequences,	 I	got	 in	my	car	and	drove	to	
the	Target	in	Brooklyn	Park.	
	 Into	 the	 fourteen	 days	 of	 my	 employment,	 my	 acquaintance	 with	 that	 same	 employee	








with	 whom	 I	 had	 shared	 wholesome	 relations	 for	 five	 tender	 months	 at	 the	 age	 of	 twelve,	 but	 her	
father,	whom	she	affectionately	called	daddy,	sent	her	away	to	a	boarding	school	in	Crete,	Illinois.	Many	
years	later,	she	fell	in	love	with	another	man—Theo,	I	believe	I	said—who	was	a	member	of	the	Army,	or	
the	 National	 Guard,	 or	whatever.	 He	was	 stationed	 at	 a	military	 base	 on	 an	 island	 nearby,	 but	 after	
marrying	my	 sweetheart	 Arie/Anna	 he	was	 transferred	 to	 a	 camp	 in	 southern	 Florida.	 Of	 course	 she	







should	 I	 get	 so	 overexcited	 about	 my	 love	 for	 Shota12	 that	 I	 must	 tell	 someone	 and,	 of	 course,	 I	
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borrowed	storytelling	 strategies	 from	 the	Classics.	As	 I	 recited	my	 script	 to	 the	bumbly	woman,	 I	was	
enigmatically	 struck	 by	 a	 scorching	 jealousy.	 The	 possibility	 that	 my	 melodiously	 curved	 faunlet	 had	
found	someone	else,	nearer	both	in	age—he	did,	after	all,	complain	that	I	was	not	younger—and	nearer	




	 As	 a	 rejoinder,	 she	 downed	 the	 rest	 of	 her	 Corona,	 pinched	 my	 buttocks	 lovingly	 with	 a	
bandaged	 wrist,	 and	 said	 see	 me	 tomorrow.	 She	 waddled	 away,	 a	 loose	 string	 of	 diamonds	 jingling	
about	her	cronish	neck.	And	I	have	no	more	strength	to	speak	of	her	at	the	moment—just	do	not	forget	
her.	 The	 horrid	 woman	 shall	 make	 her	 unpleasant	 return	 in	 due	 time.	 I	 have	 provided	 below	 a	
characterization	for	those	of	you	who	are	impatient.	Otherwise,	skip	ahead	(unfortunately,	my	friends,	I	
have	 memorized	 my	 tale	with	 the	 following	 characterization;	 you	 have	 no	 choice	 but	 to	 listen):	 the	
babushka	 liked	 to	 balk.	 On	 later	 afternoons,	 during	 the	 crests	 of	 our	 few	 and	 minor	 breathers,	 she	
waddled	down	with	me—uninvited—to	the	break	room	which	was	a	scatologically	dark	cave	behind	a	
heavy	 red	door.	There	was	one	box	of	 flickering	 fluorescents	 that	 sang	 in	 the	proverbial	but	pointless	
buzz.	As	I	made	my	coffee—two	creams,	half	a	bag	of	Sugar	in	the	Raw,	and	three	grand	whirls	with	the	
stick—she	always	took	the	liberty	to	remark	on	my	troubles	in	that	folksy	canter	of	hers	by	steering,	as	












	 Now,	 back	 to	 important	 things:	 three	more	months	 as	 a	member	of	 the	hearty	 Targgy	 family	
passed.	 I	 spent	 the	 first	 and	 last	 hours	 of	 every	 day	 driving	 through	 increasingly	 larger	 torrents	 of	
rainfall.	 At	 some	point	 during	 a	 particularly	 blustery	week	when	 local	meteorologists	were	 predicting	
severe	thunderstorms	and	even	the	chance	of	a	tornado,	an	errant	tit	hit	the	mechanism	at	the	bottom	








	 Oh	 confound	 it!	 I	 could	 barely	 do	 basic	 math	 in	 my	 head	 without	 being	 interrupted	 with	






Corona	 in	hand.	 I	 thought	she	must	have	 just	showered	 in	 the	bathroom	sink.	She	placed	her	soaking	
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know	 that?	 And	 it	 seems	 they	 are	 very	 happy	 up	 there.	 I	 try	 to	 visit	 as	 often	 as	 I	 can,	 but	 these	 old	
bones,	these	old	bones.”	










	 “Hey,	 I	 know	what	 it	 is.”	She	 said	with	a	 touch	of	melancholy,	more	affecting	 than	 I	had	ever	
expected	her	sadness	to	be.	Nonetheless,	I	impatiently	clasped	and	tapped	the	surrounding	porcelain—
oh,	 the	affirming	chill	of	 the	ever-pearly,	ever-cleansing	American	Standard!	What	would	 I	do	without	
you?	 Footnote:	 to	 be	 said	 in	 the	 same	 sparkly	 way	 a	 housewife	 might	 in	 a	 60s	 ad	 campaign	 for	
toiletries—“I	love	the	way	it	makes	me	feel!”	I	flushed	my	waste,	hoping	to	drown	out	whatever	it	was	
the	babushka	woman	knew,	but	alas	her	voice	came	through	the	rushing	fresh-water	stream.	





not	 use	 it—and	 they	 are	 all	 bright	 smiling	 faces.	My	 nephew	 and	 his	 sister	 playing	 on	 a	 swing	 set	 in	
summer.	Khala	Fatima	sharing	a	hot	dog	with	her	son.	My	father,	smoking,	giving	his	granddaughter	a	
ride	 on	 his	 wheelchair.	My	 wedding	 photo.	Maternity.	 They	 remind	me	 I	 have	 a	 family.	 Somewhere	
nearby—”	
	 “Why	are	you	talking?”	I	said	with	a	resounding	reverb	in	the	toilet	bowl.	








	 I	 started	bringing	Shota12's	Polaroid	 to	 the	Target	because	 I	 could	no	 longer	bare	 to	 live	nine	
hours	a	day	without	seeing	his	face.	I	knit	a	pocket	on	the	inside	of	my	hearty	Targgy	vest—shoddy,	but	



























	 He	clapped	my	shoulder	again	and	again.	 I	expect	 it	was	a	conditional	 reflex	he	unconsciously	
employed	whenever	 he	was	 uncomfortable—no	doubt,	 a	 systemic	 response	 to	 the	 responsibilities	 of	
marriage.	
	 “I	 want	 what	 is	 best	 for	 you.”	 He	 said,	 adopting	 a	 breathiness	 that,	 if	 I	 can	 be	 honest	 for	 a	
minute,	put	me	into	a	gentle	mood.	“So,	you	will	listen	when	I	say,	get	yourself	some	adult	diapers.”	
	 I	was	speechless.	
	 “They	 work!”	 He	 said,	 marking	 the	 spasm	 in	my	 left	 deltoid.	 “If	 you	 are	 worried	 about	 your	
dignity,	there	 is	nothing	to	be	ashamed	of.	There	 is	a	 little	crunch	in	your	step	when	you	walk,	but	no	
one	else	will	notice.	You	want	me	to	give	you	a	sample	or	two?	Try	a	few	brands	out?	I	like	the	Prevail,	
but	 that	 is	 because	 they	 have	 an	 adjustable	waist.	 You	might	want	 something	 softer	 or	 cheaper	 like	
Depend	or	Wings—new	brand,	pretty	fandangled	technology	in	them.	What	do	you	say?	I	will	bring	over	
a	 couple	 tomorrow	 and	 we	 can	 trade	 in	 the	 break	 room	 when	 no	 one	 is	 looking,	 yeah?	 You	 seem	
unconvinced.	No	need	to	be	uncomfortable	about	it.	Let	me	show	you	how	they	work.”	
































	 I	 dug	 my	 hand	 underneath	Mr.	 Humdrum's	 swollen	 arms	 and	 pulled	 him	 forward	 while	 Mr.	
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	 Before	 we	 walked	 out	 into	 the	 store,	 we	 checked	 for	 any	 lingering	 employees.	 None	 to	 be	
found.	We	marched	Mr.	Humdrum's	bulbous	swelling	cadaver	across	 the	 floor,	past	 the	bicycles,	past	




his	 uniform.	 We	 need	 to	 make	 sure	 we	 get	 that	 back	 for	 our	 next	 employee.	 Shame.	 I	 just	 do	 not	
understand.	He	had	a	wife,	six	kids—he	was	even	lucky	enough	to	land	another	job	as	TCF	clerk	in	the	




the	 vest	 first,	 then	 the	pants.	When	he	was	down	 to	his	underwear,	Mr.	Anderson	 came	around	and	
helped	me	fold	the	uniform.	We	set	it	aside.	Then	we	lifted	Mr.	Humdrum	and—one,	two,	three!—rolled	
him	down	the	ramp.	He	landed	with	a	flop	on	the	concrete	outside.	
	 Mr.	 Anderson	 clapped	 his	 hands	 together	 and	 put	 an	 arm	 around	my	 shoulder.	 In	 the	 other	
hand,	he	took	out	his	cellular	device	and	I	watched	him	punch	in	a	few	numbers.	
	 “All	 righty	 then.	 Easy,	 huh?”	 He	 said	 and	 lifted	 the	 phone	 to	 his	 ear.	 “Oh	 hey!	 Yeah,	we	 got	






	 “Well,	 got	 that	 taken	 care	 of.”	He	 said.	 “All	 right,	what	was	 I	 saying?	Oh	 yes,	 I	will	 bring	 you	
some	of	my	diapers.	You	can	try	them	out.	But	no	more	extended	bathroom	breaks,	son!”	
	 And,	with	a	clap	on	the	shoulder,	the	cake	marched	away.	
	 Well,	 there	 was	 nothing	 for	 it.	 You	 heard	 the	 man.	 And	 I	 knew	 that	 behind	 the	 benevolent	




	 The	answer	was	 right	 in	 front	of	me,	of	 course.	During	 the	course	of	Mr.	Humdrum's	odyssey	
from	break	room	to	tomb,	I	may	have	gone	erect	at	the	sight	of	his	body	sitting	up	against	the	big	red	
door;	 however,	 when	 Mr.	 Anderson	 had	 us	 hauling	 the	 cadaver	 into	 the	 warehouse,	 my	 member	
dwindled	 with	 every	 step.	 I	 was	 completely	 flaccid	 with	 no	 hope	 of	 seduction	 by	 the	 time	 Mr.	
Humdrum's	 carcass	 rolled	down	 the	 ramp,	out	of	my	 life	 forever.	And	when	Mr.	Anderson	 called	 the	
guy—Clarence!	convincing	Clarence!—I	might	as	well	have	been	a	eunuch.	What	a	boner-exterminating	
thrill	it	all	was!	(My	friends,	let	me	breathe	for	a	minute,	it	is	all	so	exciting.)	
	 But	what	really	saved	my	career	as	cashier	was	being	able	to	construct	 imaginary	cover-ups	 in	










What	else	did	 I	need?	 I	had	 forgotten	my	 list	 at	home.	No	matter!	No	matter!	 I	 could	not	have	been	
more	clean.	The	trick	worked	fine	if	not	better	at	the	Target.	Whenever	I	felt	the	blood	flow	beneath	my	
waist	 at	 the	 cash	 register,	working	with	a	 guest,	 or	 stocking	 racks	with	purple	 shirts	 and	 Levi	pants,	 I	
would	simply	close	my	eyes	and	smile.	Then,	when	all	passed,	I	would	open	them	and	say,	“Did	you	find	




the	 same,	 more	 of	 the	 same.	 Seven	 and	 twenty	 became	 eight	 and	 twenty.	 As	 another	 year	 passed,	
Shota12	had	yet	to	return	to	WBS,	but	I	managed	to	stick	to	a	convincingly	productive	schedule.	In	the	
mornings,	 I	 would	 check	 the	web	 for	 his	 presence.	 Then	 I	would	 go	 to	work,	 think	 of	 the	 dead,	 and	
return	 later	 in	 the	afternoon	or	 in	 the	evening—depending	on	my	shift—and	masturbate,	 regurgitate,	
masturbate,	 regurgitate.	On	pay	day,	 I	 cashed	my	 checks	 and	 stuffed	 accruing	 funds	 into	 a	 jar	 by	my	
computer—it	 was	 an	 idea	 I	 got	 from	 various	 television	 shows	 and	 montages.	 If	 I	 saw	 the	 money	
physically	piling	up,	it	was	easier	to	believe	I	was	progressing.	
	 This	 is	not	 to	 say	 that	my	expedition	was	not	without	 its	 slumps.	During	one	 incident,	my	old	
computer	contracted	a	virus—the	proverbial	Trojan	or	such—quite	inexplicable.	I	honestly	have	no	clue	
how	 it	 got	 there.	 But	 one	 night,	 I	was	 browsing	Google	 for	 images	 of	 executions—just	 to	 inspire	my	
coping	 mechanism,	 you	 understand—and	 suddenly	 Google	 started	 searching	 for	 regrettably	 illegal	
pornography.	 I	 do	 not	 know	 how	 it	 happened.	 Then	 the	 computer	was	 assaulted	with	 link	 upon	 link	






but	WBS	content—on	account	of	 the	fact	 that,	 the	morning	after,	 I	woke	to	the	alarming	sound	of	an	
authoritative	 knock	 on	 my	 door	 only	 to	 realize	 it	 was	 merely	 a	 lingering	 fragment	 of	 my	 night-time	
fantasies.	
	 Then	 there	 was	 that	 fateful	 day	 in	 March	 when	 I	 went	 to	 the	 hospital.	 During	 a	 raucous	
masturbation	 session,	 I	made	 the	mistake	of	 kneeling	 down	and	 leaning	my	waist	 over	 the	 lip	 of	 the	
open	toilet	bowl.	In	a	rush	to	do	my	business,	I	lackadaisically—which,	as	you	should	know	by	now,	is	a	
manner	 of	 doing	 things	which	 I	 utterly	 detest—flipped	 up	 the	 heavy	 seat	 cover	without	 checking	 its	
stability—which	is	a	careless	oversight	in	any	context.	In	order	to	achieve	climax,	like	an	animated	buck	I	
regret	to	say,	I	began	thrusting	into	the	porcelain,	and	the	seat	crashed	down	upon	the	already	minimal	
length	of	my	erected	member.	There	was	a	pop	and	a	 surgery.	The	 result:	permanent	damage	 to	 the	
























an	arrow.	Alas,	 it	was	a	taste,	 just	a	taste	and	perhaps	the	 last	 I	will	ever	have.	 (What	a	thing	to	have	
said,	my	friends.)	









give	 him	my	 gift.	 As	 I	 got	 out	 of	my	 car,	 a	 thread	 from	my	 hearty	 Targgy	 family	 vest	 caught	 on	 the	











	 “Ah,	 you.”	 He	 said.	 “Just	 in	 time.	 Do	 me	 a	 favor	 and	 restock—”	 he	 flipped	 through	 his	













	 With	 another	 kick	 of	 the	 heel	 he	 led	 me	 to	 the	 upstairs	 office,	 rummaged	 through	 his	 desk	
drawer,	and	pulled	out	a	blue	container	of	Prevail	briefs.	He	thrust	them	towards	me.	









	 I	 followed	him	back	out	 into	the	store,	waved	goodbye,	walked	to	my	car,	tossed	the	briefs	 in	
the	back,	and	forgot	about	them.	I	went	home	and	checked	WBS	for	Shota12's	presence.	I	knew	he	was	
gone,	 but	 the	 act	 of	 logging	 in,	 setting	 my	 username,	 and	 scrolling	 through	 the	 list	 of	 available	
prepubescents	had	become	an	inscrutably	teleological	element	of	my	daily	schedule.	What	else	would	I	
do	with	my	time	for	the	rest	of	my	interminable	life?	Keep	picking	hyacinths	and	crushing	them	between	
Mr.	 John	 T.	 Anderson	 and	 myself?	 Well,	 actually,	 that	 does	 sound	 titillating.	 Yes,	 in	 fact,	 if	 we	 are	
positioned	just	right—	






















	 I	arrived	at	the	Target	 in	Brooklyn	Park.	 It	had	started	to	thunder	and	the	wind	had	picked	up	
violently,	tossing	this	and	that	around	the	parking	lot.	The	proverbial	shopping	carts	were	scattering	all	


























	 I	 looked	 at	 the	 inside	 of	 my	 hearty	 Targgy	 vest	 and	 found	 that	 the	 inside	 pocket	 had	 come	















	 “No,	afraid	not,	comrade.”	He	said,	still	 fumbling	with	the	phone,	rather	 improbably.	“No,	you	

























on	the	passenger's	side	seat.	He	stepped	out	 into	the	middle	of	 the	parking	 lot	and	took	his	phone	 in	






	 He	held	one	hand	out.	As	 if	 I	would	give	him	my	most	prized	and	most	dangerous	possession.	
What	was	he	thinking?	
	 But,	 in	 a	moment,	we	were	both	 fighting	 for,	 I	 am	not	 sure	what,	 the	phone?	 the	Polaroid?	 I	
quite	enjoyed	 the	 feeling	of	his	pudgy	pig	 fingers	attempting	 to	 stick	 themselves	 in	my	pants,	digging	
around	for	Shota12,	but	the	experience	did	not	last	very	long.	At	some	point,	he	did,	in	fact,	manage	to	


































	 He	 shrugs	 and	 keeps	 digging,	 further	 than	 his	 pockets	 go.	 Suddenly,	 he	 points	 to	 the	 air—ah	
ha!—and	pulls	out	a	smattering	of	paper	shreds.	








	 Well,	 I	 recall	 a	 mannequin	 at	 some	 point.	 One	 night,	 I	 was	 vacuuming	 my	 way	 through	 the	
women's	brassieres.	The	rug	was	something-something	red,	but	all	this	is	completely	unrelated—really,	
my	friends,	I	cannot	recall	the	next	line.	Mr.	John	T.	Anderson's	head—his	cherry	on	top!—slipped	from	













after.	 But	 this	 actually	 does	 start	 with	 the	 mannequin,	 that	 Michelangelic	 boy-thing	 in	 the	 clothing	
department.	If	I	may	set	the	scene,	just	to	jumpstart	my	memory,	bear	with	me:	Eyes.	Potaguth	curves,	
waiting	 in	 the	 clouds—those	 billboards	 of	 the	 perfect-faced	 faunlets	 on	 the	walls.	 Lucid	 blue-starred	
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blonds	 in	 little	green	swimwear,	marigolds,	California	poppies,	delicious	brunettes	 in	 faded	slacks	 that	
matched	 perfectly	 the	 bend	 of	 their	 knees.	 Those	 words	 return	 to	 me,	 my	 friends.	 But	 it	 was	 the	
mannequin	that	meant	the	most.	
	 Oh,	and,	even	before	 that—apologies;	 this	 is	 important	 too—there	was	 that	beastly	babushka	
woman	who	was	following	me	down	the	aisles	as	I	vacuumed	through	the	women's	unmentionables—





















that	she	was	not	used	to	people	 listening	to	her.	 In	response,	 I	 turned	the	vacuum	towards	her	shoes	
and	nudged	her	away.	
	 “Oh,	you	are	probably	busy.”	She	yelled	over	 the	vacuum	and	was	about	 to	do	me	a	good	by	
leaving,	but	 instead	she	turned	on	her	heel	and	continued:	“By	the	way,	 I	think	I	mentioned	the	other	
day	my	sister	 in	Karlstad?	Well,	she	 is	getting	on—are	we	not	all—”	ah,	yes,	she	chuckled	here,	“but	 I	
would	 like	 to	 go	 see	 her	 before	 she	 passes	 away	 and	 I	 do	 not	 like	making	 the	 trip	 alone.	 So,	 I	 was	
wondering—”	
	 This	time,	 I	 rammed	the	vacuum	into	her	feet.	She	nodded	quietly	and	disappeared	out	of	my	
sight.	
	 I	remember,	after	she	left,	vacuuming	the	same	little	corner	of	rug	by	the	boy's	apparel,	looking	
at	 those	 models	 in	 the	 sky,	 well	 after	 closing.	 Then	 my	 eyes	 fell	 on	 Michelangelo’s	 masterpiece.	 A	
stunning	work	of	plaster,	or	fiberglass,	whichever,	clothed	in	a	blue/black	stripped	hoodie	and	a	pair	of	








beside	me	on	the	bed.	 I	 turned	off	 the	 lights	and	then	 I	big-spooned	him—I	believe	this	 is	 the	term—
under	the	covers	and	drifted	off.	I	removed	my	pants,	and	thrust	forward	deeply.	I	pecked	his	faceless,	




	 Well,	 out	 of	 nowhere,	 there	 was	 a	 knock	 at	 the	 front	 door.	 At	 this	 hour?	 Yes,	 but	 you	 will	
understand	in	a	second.	At	first,	I	froze,	quite	certain	this	was	it.	Here	they	were.	The	authorities.	Come	
to	take	me	to	my	final	destination.	But	you	know,	I	finally	got	out	of	bed,	put	on	my	pants,	and	walked	

















	 My	 bathroom	 curtains	 caught	 fire	 a	week	 after	 acquiring	my	 pearl-skinned	 paramour.	Well,	 I	
wanted	to	take	a	bath	with	him.	He	was	very	loving,	very	curious,	and	always	concerned	for	my	health.	
So,	I	planned	us	a	special	night.	Doilies	on	the	table,	candlelight,	tuberose	and	jasmine	bath	bombs	that	I	


















Street	or	with	the	guys	 in	St.	Louis	Park—which	 I	of	course	never	said—and	then	that	 is	 the	end	of	 it.	
This	soon	becomes	castigation	and,	if	not	indignation,	then	passive-aggression.	Where	my	pearl-skinned	
paramour	was	 kind,	 obedient,	 considerate—an	 all-around	 perfect	 imitation	 of	 Shota12	 and	 therefore	









the	 top	 of	 the	 stairs.	 After	 declaring	 my	 defeat—Sam!	 Oh,	 Sam!	 I	 will	 never	 forgive	 you	 for	 not	




and	 I,	 the	proverbial	Pulcinella.	He	 is	a	very	harlequin	and	he	pulls	 these	kinds	of	pranks	on	me	daily.	
And	that	is	all	you	must	know	about	this	thing,	my	puppet,	my	pet.	Not	one	word	more.	
-	
	 In	 the	 early	 spring	 of	 2003	 on	 a	 surprisingly	 cloudy	 Friday	morning—I	 say	 “surprisingly”	with	
























	 We	 passed	 a	 runaway	 cart.	 I	 pushed	 it	 back	 into	 its	 place	 amongst	 other	 waiting	 carts	 and	




















Let	me	 in,	 let	me	 in	 right	now.	Oh,	 friends,	 if	 you	 thought	 I	disliked	her	before,	 the	Sali	 to	 come	was	
enough	to	make	me	contemplate	constructing	my	own	catacomb.	
	 I	do	not	remember	unlocking	the	passenger	side	door,	but	somehow	it	had	opened—or	it	was	
already	 open,	 or	 something	 greater	 than	 myself	 had	 opened	 it—and	 suddenly	 Sali	 was	 in	 my	 car	
directing	me	to	bring	her	to	Karlstad—“at	once!”	And	do	you	know	what	she	did?	She	started	flapping	
me	with	that	broken	appendage	of	hers,	the	rubbery	mole-covered	mass.	It	was	…	annoying,	my	friends.	
It	made	me	 feel	 as	 though	 I	were	 being	 disciplined,	 being	 put	 in	 the	 proverbial	 time-out	 like	 I	was	 a	







manner,	 I	 may	 very	 well	 break	 every	 bone	 in	 your	 body	 and	 then	 what	 will	 you	 be?	 As	 everyone	 I	
suppose	eventually	becomes—some	enviously	sooner	than	later—a	worthless	pile	of	broken	bones.”	
	 “I	have	done	my	best	to	be	kind.”	Sali	said.	“To	be	courteous,	to	be	humble,	to	be	something-
something,	 compliant,	 something-something—”	 She	 listed	 off	 an	 obnoxious	 number	 of	 adjectives	












	 We	 hit	 a	 period	 of	 silence	 and,	 simultaneously,	 a	 strange	 stretch	 of	 traffic	 passing	 through	






	 “Hello,	 a	 Target!”	 cried	 Sali	 as	we	passed	 through	Monticello,	 excitedly	 as	 if	 she	 had	not	 just	
been	red	at	the	ears	a	moment	ago.	“And	your	threats	are	hollow.”	
	 “What?”	
















	 Throughout	 my	 life,	 I	 assumed	 that	 my	 conversations	 had	 simply	 been	 sometimes	 stodgy,	




heuristics	 to	 compose	 subtle,	 witty,	 and	 compelling	 dialogue—that,	 or	 he	 enjoys	 torturing	 me.	 Not	
convinced?	Well,	 listen	 to	 this:	 I	did	 end	up	 reading	 a	 little	more	of	 dear	Vladimir's	Lolita—not	much	
further,	however.	Although,	I	did	read	far	enough	to	learn	that	double-H	ended	up	going	on	a	road	trip	














	 We	took	exit	178	at	Clearwater	and	stopped	for	gas	at	a	 (depot,	exit,	 furniture,	grass)	Holiday	
where	I	purchased	some	gummy	Life	Savers	and	Sali	bought	a	Hershey's—very	specifically	without	the	
almonds—and	a	breakfast	sandwich.	When	we	got	back	on	highway	10	(intersection),	she	realized	she	















our	 last	 stop	 before	 Karlstad.	 I	went	 to	 use	 the	 bathroom	and	 told	 Sali	 to	wait	 by	 the	 car.	 I	 relieved	




a	 waltz	 down	 the	 street	 towards	 a	 semi-large	 and	 wholly	 unpleasant	 crowd	 of	 people	 who	 were	
standing	in	an	ambiguous	circle	cheering	something	on.	Surprised	by	the	fact	that	people	actually	lived	

















	 I	 lost	 track	of	what	 I	was	doing	at	 the	wheel	 and,	 somewhere	between	Mahnomen	and	Thief	



















	 “Really,	 would	 you	 prefer	 to	 be	 murdered?”	 I	 said.	 “You	 cannot	 keep	 flapping	 your	 armlet-
spangled	appendage	in	my	face	every	time	something	does	not	go	your	way	or	this	trip	will	quickly	turn	
into	the	beginning	of	an	Agatha	Christie	novel.”	




ask	 the	cashier	where	we	were.	Now,	my	 friends,	 this	was	a	mistake,	but	hindsight	 is	 twenty/twenty.	





of	a	 fat	black	Toyota,	but	 then	 I	 thought	about	Sali,	who	must	have	switched	 the	gear,	and	 I	 stopped	
moving	altogether.	What	to	do,	what	to	do	…		
	 Well,	 time	made	 the	decision	 for	me.	 Ford	 and	Toyota	met	 in	 a	metallic	 collision	 and	 the	 car	
















my	 incapacitated	vehicle,	buried	 in	 the	mud	of	 a	 late	 Spring	 cleansing.	 I	would	have	 sat	 inside	as	 the	
front	seats	were	still	virtually	accessible,	but	 it	smelled	of	spilled	Corona	from	Sali's	shattered	six-pack	
and	I	could	not	be	sure	I	would	not	be	sitting	on	broken	glass.	Exactly	three	vehicles	passed	in	that	time:	







water.	 I	 told	 her	 that	 at	 this	 point	 it	 might	 simply	 be	 smarter	 to	 start	 guzzling	 gasoline.	 She	 poked	
around	what	 she	could	of	 the	back	seats	of	my	Ford	and	she	called	my	name.	 I	 looked	over.	She	had	















	 Then	 a	 low	 and	 distant	 grumble.	 No,	 not	 thunder,	 just	 John	 Deere.	 A	 heavy	 rusted	 row-crop	
cultivator,	green	and	yellow,	appeared	from	one	end	of	the	sky,	making	its	incomparable	march	towards	
us,	 the	 exhaust	 pipe,	 flashing	 yellow	 lights—but	 it	 was	 not	 the	 tractor	 that	 is	 worth	 taking	 time	 to	








	 I	 do	not	 remember	what	 transpired	between	 then	and	 the	next	part,	but	 somehow	Sali	 and	 I	
ended	up	passengers	of	 this	 ridiculous	 chauffeur.	We	 sat	on	either	 side	of	him,	 shoulder-to-shoulder,	
quite	snug,	and	initiated	an	argument	over	where	it	was	we	were	to	head	next.	I	insisted	the	thing	take	
us	 to	 the	nearest	police	station,	but	 tenacious	Sali	of	course	was	resolute	 that	we	make	 it	 to	Karlstad	
before	 the	 sun	goes	down.	As	we	argued,	 the	 creature	 started	 the	 tractor	 forward	and	 it	 seemed	we	
were	on	our	way	somewhere,	wherever.	In	the	meantime,	I	continued:	
	 “I	do	not	give	a	fig	about	your	expurgation	or	your	family.”	 I	said.	“I	give	a	fig	about	making	 it	
back	home	without	a	court	order.	I	cannot	simply	abandon	the	vehicle,	you	know.”	
	 “It	was	your	fault	for	stopping.”	Sali	said.	“I	told	you	not	to—”	
















my	 sister	 has	 a	 tractor	 as	 well.	 Well,	 she	 inherited	 the	 farm	 from	 abi	 when	 he	 got	 the	 gout	 from	


























	 After	 dropping	 us	 off	 a	 few	 hours	 later	 at	 the	 sign	 for	 Karlstad,	 our	 driver	 chugged	 away	
unceremoniously,	but	I	watched	it	until	the	dark	at	the	horizon	overtook	the	silhouette.	There	were	no	





byre	 built	 a	 few	 yards	 from	 a	 trailer	 home.	 On	 the	 opposite	 end	 of	 this	 patchy	 square	 was	 what	
remained,	I	suppose,	of	a	much	larger	home.	Concrete	foundations	and	blackened	pillars.	Beside	it,	a	pit	
full	of	septic	runoff	and	a	large	outhouse—	

















smell	of	 feces	and	 sulfur?	Putrefaction!	The	buzzing	of	 flies!	Zoroastrian	 is	 to	hygiene	as	nirvana	 is	 to	
postmodernism,	I	suppose.	




could	 not	 reach.	 I	 waved	my	 hand	 in	 the	 dark	 and	 found	 a	 string.	 The	 light	made	 a	 gentle	 pop	 and	




	 “What	 are	 we	 going	 to	 do	 with	 it?”	 I	 said—with	 a	 startling	 and	 bouncy	 anticipation	 as	 my	
erection	slowly	deflated.	
	 “Grab	her	by	the	neck	…	”	She	said.	
	 But	 gently.	 She	did	not	want	any	part	of	her	 sister	 to	 fall	 off	 and	 the	 skin	was	most	 tender.	 I	


















time	 in	 this	much	 longed	 for	 silence	 to	 observe	 the	 body.	 Its	 head	was	 remarkably	 thin,	wrapped	 in	
copper	skin.	One	of	its	arms	had	fallen	down	by	its	sides	mid-transport.	I	knelt	and	folded	the	arm	back	
onto	 its	 bosom.	 I	 left	 my	 hand	 on	 the	 fragile	 wrist.	 I	 thought	 of	 my	 ivory	 paramour	 and	 longed	 for	





















and	set	 it	aflame.	The	 fire	was	 soon	a	gentle	behemoth,	 reflecting	 in	 the	 septic	 lake.	When	 I	 stepped	
back,	the	light	reached	around	the	lot	and	I	saw	the	lumps	by	which	we	set	Sali's	sister	were	a	part	of	



































	 “To	 illustrate:	 last	night,	 I	 read	a	new	auto-biography	 called	Memoirs	of	a	Male	Patriarchy	by	















that	age	where	 I	must	either	do	 something	exciting	or	 kill	myself.	And,	 listen	 to	 this,	my	 friends,	 two	
days	ago	I	finally	had	to	accept	that	my	vision	was	going—and	I	had	excellent	vision	many	years	ago,	my	
friends,	 excellent,	 the	 best!—but	 I	 had	 to	 accept	 it	was	 fading	when	 I	 realized	my	 arm	was	 not	 long	
enough	to	read	the	label	on	my	amitriptyline,	two	in	the	morning,	two	at	night—and	I	have	incredibly	
long	arms,	as	you	can	see,	the	longest!	I	was	about	to	swallow	the	entire	bottle,	but	when	I	closed	my	










































year-old.	 Tonight,	 you	may	 kill	 yourself.	 Tonight,	 you	may	 go	 to	 Pahokee	 and,	 tonight,	 you	may	 not.	




















While	 I	do,	Dionysus	 juggles	the	bullets.	 Indeed,	the	puppet	 insisted	he	come	along	and	I	could	hardly	
refuse	him.	Although	he	caused	a	serious	ruckus	on	the	plane	when	he	would	not	stop	kicking	the	seat	
in	 front	of	us	which	was	occupied	by	an	elderly	aviophobiac.	As	 if	 this	alone	was	not	enough,	he	kept	
hitting	the	attendant	request	because	he	liked	to	see	the	light	blink	on	and	off	when	she	came	around	to	






the	 lengthwise	 pattern	 of	 the	 current	 colonists),	 the	 inoperable	 chandelier	 dangling	 in	 cobs	 from	 the	

























	 We	tested	out	a	 few	more	and	when	we	finally	made	our	decision—a	“classic”,	 I	guess—Mike	














the	 locale.	 Along	 South	 Lake	 Avenue,	 the	 buildings	 themselves	 appeared	 rundown,	 uninhabited,	
deserted,	but	the	lots	beside	them	were	quite	lively:	it	seemed	the	circus	was	in	town!	Dionysus	told	me	
to	slow	down	so	we	could	have	a	better	look.	Crowds	of	colorfully	dressed	circus	folk,	hopping	through	
grand	 fiery	 rings,	 leaping	 out	 of	 little	 yellow	 cars,	 popping	 out	 of	 cannons—acrobats	 in	 diamond-
checkered	tights	and	baubled	hats	lifted	one	another	off	the	ground	and	tossed	themselves	through	the	
sky.	 On	 the	 corner	 of	 Bacom	 Point	 and	 Begonia,	 a	 beefy	 ringmaster	 with	 a	 long	 thin	 mustache	 was	
pontificating	for	a	crowd	made	of	cardboard,	behind	him	a	large	elephant	in	a	pink	petticoat	balanced	
on	a	 rubber	ball.	Next	 to	a	banana	yellow	building	 labelled	“Poppa	Jimmy's”	was	a	 trio	of	 large	pickle	
barrels.	 Erupting	 from	 the	 tops	 of	 these	 seemingly	 endless	 barrels	were	 a	 dozen	 or	 so	 funny	 figures,	
clowns	 in	 tasteful	 rags	and	purple	 ties	 too	 large	 for	 their	necks.	All	 the	while,	at	 the	 local	chamber	of	
commerce,	a	gorilla	was	playing	a	short	waltz	on	an	amplified	piano—the	same	playful	 tune	over	and	

















	 “Excellent	choice,	my	friend.	This	will	be	quite	the	event,	you	know.	 I	do	not	think	 I	have	ever	
been	half	as	excited	as	I	am	now.	If	only	Shota12	were	here	to	see	me	kill	his	parents.”	
	 Dionysus	taps	his	wrist	as	if	he	has	a	watch.	I	nod.	
	 We	 return	 to	 the	 car	 and	make	our	way	 for	 Shota12's	 old	 home	on	what	 is	 called	Muck	 City	
Road.	Along	the	way,	Dionysus	practices	aiming	the	pistol	at	passing	clowns.	I	 laugh.	I	 laugh—Hamlet's	
hellish	laugh!	I	take	a	right,	and	coast	past	an	apartment	complex	with	a	cigarette	littered	lawn	across	









	 A	 day	 and	 a	 half	 passes	 and	 nothing	 has	 changed.	 The	 clowns	 who	 were	 in	 the	 vacant	 lot	
yesterday	are	in	the	vacant	lot	today—although	it	seems	a	few	had	disappeared	only	to	come	back	again	














garage	and	disappears	behind	the	closing	door.	 I	wait	 just	 long	enough	to	make	sure	his	parents	have	
entered	the	home.	Then	there	is	movement	in	the	front	left	window.	Time	come!	
	 “Dionysus,	 the	 pistol,	 please.”	 I	 say	 and	 hold	 out	 my	 hand,	 but	 it	 seems	 Dionysus	 has	
disappeared	and	in	his	place	the	pistol	fits	firmly	in	my	grasp.	“Ah.”	
	 I	 get	 out	 of	 the	 car	 and	 walk	 through	 the	 wire	 gate,	 decorated	 in	 vines	 and	marigolds.	 The	





peppy	part	 of	me	 fully	 expecting	 to	 see	 him	 though—that,	 in	 fact,	 he	would	 be	 the	 one	 to	 open	 the	
door.	What	would	he	say	to	my	new	face?		







































	 I	 return	to	my	rental	vehicle	and	start	 the	engine.	 I	pull	out	onto	Muck	City	Road.	 I	drive	east	
along	the	side	of	a	water	filled	trench.	Fields	of	sugar	cane	and	corn.	When	I	cross	a	railroad	track,	I	spy	a	
grand	plume	of	smoke	coming	from	one	of	the	sugar	cane	farms	in	the	distance,	past	a	cobwebbed	line	
of	 palm	 trees.	 Their	 branches	 look	 like	 the	outstretched	 limbs	of	 terrifying	noodle	men.	A	 gull	 tosses	





the	 curbs	 here	 are	 smooth	 and	 clean	 like	 a	 freshly	 born	 baby's	 bottom.	 There	 is	 a	 healthy	 variety	 of	










































	 “This	 is	 exciting!”	 Says	 Phil.	 “Where	 does	 your	 family	 live?	Why	 haven't	 we	 seen	 you	 at	 the	
annual	middle-age-a-thon?	We've	got	to	get	you	there	next	September.”	
	 “No,	 no,	 Phil,	 it's	 in	 August	 this	 year.	We	 had	 to	move	 it	 up	 on	 account	 of	 Hank's	 colorectal	
surgery,	remember?”	
	 “Wow!	What	an	eventful	year	this	will	be!”	
	 “Enough	 of	 this	worthless	 jibber	 jabber.”	 Says	 a	 teddy	 in	 the	 back.	 This	 one	 shuffles	 his	way	







I	 circulated	 private	memos	 to	 a	 very	 select	 circle	 of	 trusted	 parties—which	 one	 of	 you	 slipped?	 Our	
entire	operation	may	be	in	jeopardy	if	this	got	out.”	
	 I	ask	what	he	means	by	operation.	































































to	 relive	 them	 again.	 Believe	 it	 or	 not,	 the	 lives	 these	 unmotivated	 uneducated	 degenerates	 lead,	
wallowing	 in	 a	 cesspool	 of	 never-ending	 torpidity—I	 used	 to	 think	 that	 was	 my	 fate.	 You	 see,	 my	





the	pretzel	 a	 symbol	 of	 infinite	 lethargy?	 It	most	 certainly	 is!	 But	 then	he	 tried	his	 hand	 at	 the	 stock	
market	 and	 I	 thought	 perhaps	 everything	would	 change.	 Instead,	 he	 lost	 all	 our	money,	 gave	 up	 and	














occurred	 to	 me	 a	 few	 months	 ago—while	 I	 was	 teaching	 a	 course	 on	 the	 phenomenology	 of	
multitasking—that	I	was	an	intelligent	man.	I	said	to	myself,	you	are	selling	yourself	short	here,	trying	to	
influence	a	 small	 percentage	of	 the	 Floridian	population.	 You	 could	be	out	here,	 taking	 action!	Doing	
something	 exciting!	 It	 is	 precisely	 then	 when	 I	 came	 across	 a	 curious	 article	 in	 the	 Miami	 Herald	
concerning	a	minister	near	Pahokee	who	had	begun	some	sort	of	refuge	for	deranged	felons	convicted	
of	 predatory	 infractions	 of	 the	 sexual	 variety.	 I	 perused	 his	 website,	 amassed	 a	 gentle	 collection	 of	




March	 2015,	 so-called	 concerned	 parents	 staged	 a	 protest	 all	 along	 Muck	 City	 Road,	 pitched	 tents,	
punctured	 the	 skies	 with	 their	 picket	 signs—and	 then	 what?	 September	 of	 the	 same	 year,	 they	
organized	 a	 public	 rally	 just	 outside	 of	 Wellington.	 January,	 Belle	 Glade.	 February,	 Bryant.	 April,	











sanctuary	 for	anyone	he	wanted	as	 long	as	his	guests	observed	Florida's	 residency	restriction	 laws	 for	
previously	committed	sex	offenders.	My	veins	tingle.	I	continue	reading.	According	to	the	paper,	any	sex	
offender	whose	victim	was	under	 the	age	of	eighteen	 is	not	 to	 reside	anywhere	within	one-thousand	







	 “As	you	can	 see,	 surprisingly,	 the	government	 is	not	much	better	at	 taking	affirmative	action.	




























	 He	 steps	 around	me,	 picks	 up	 the	 teddy	 bear	 head,	 and	 holds	 it	 out	 to	me.	 Giant	 reflective	
button	eyes	and	pink	gaping	mouth.	I	reach	out	and	fondle	its	ear.	
	 We	march	 out	 through	 the	 hall	 and	 through	 the	 front	 door.	 The	 professor	 points	 me	 and	 a	
couple	other	teddied	fellows	down	the	street.	I	turn	with	my	firearm	and	start	jogging	with	my	brethren.	
In	the	light	of	the	day,	on	the	corner	of	the	block,	I	see	a	callipygian	cupid	in	cargo	shorts,	bending	down	
in	the	grass.	
	 My	darling,	my	Shota,	my	little	lovely	boy.	
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